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One 


| wanted to crawl up in something, in the bed, in my head, in the center of my life, the center of my mansion, 
just crawl up and go away. It hurt me like a physical pain in the center of my stomach, it made me double up 
and groan. Tears made a track down my cheeks and | could feel the heavy wetness of them and | couldn't 


seem To wipe them away. 


This was all because Stephanie left. She left, and there was no uncertainty about it like with Erin, she was 
gone. | couldn't puzzle out whose fault it was, | couldn't remember what any of our fights were about. | just 
knew that what | thought would happen, that we'd have a family comprised of me and her and Dylan and then 
more kids..that that wouldn't happen. | was alone and | was going to stay that way. | pushed everyone away. 
Even my own mother couldn't love me. | didn't exactly think these things but they were there, like the smog 
behind my thoughts, coloring everything. | rolled up and groaned again, the shooting pains in my stomach were 
relentless. 


"Hey, Axl!" There was a knock at my bedroom door and | cursed whatever clueless housekeeper it was that let 
this guy in. | knew who it was. It was the director of our trilogy of videos that we were currently in the 
middle of, near the end of, one to go. "Estranged". Fuck. Stephanie was such a big part of it, the whole fucking 


arc was wrecked without her. Fuck. 


"Go away!" | said, and it was muffled under the blankets. | wasn't doing the video. | wasn't doing another fucking 
album or another fucking song. Everyone could just fuck off. 


“Axll" he said, pushing on the door and coming in. | sighed, curled up with my pain and | wanted him to go away. 


"Hey, buddy, we got work to do," he said, pulling the covers down to reveal my face, tear streaked, unshaven. | 


yanked the covers out of his hand and glared at him. 
"Who let you in?" | hissed, turning away from him. 


"Someone, it doesn't matter. Look, we've got a video to make, and | know Steph is gone but we need to regroup 


here..we need to fix this and get onto the next step, time is money, buddy," 


‘lm not doing it," | said, and it sounded petulant, but | didn't care. | spent most of my life being petulant. None 
of this mattered without her. 


He sighed, and | hoped he'd just take off and leave, do the fucking video with the alcoholics and drug addicts 
that made up the rest of the band, good fucking luck with that. 


"Oh yes you are. | don't give a flying fuck who left, the Queen of fucking England could leave and we are making 
this video, we've already spend X amount of dollars, buddy boy, and you know you're the..you're the fucking 
center of these videos, and you're contracted to do them, you'll fucking lose everything if you don't do them, 
so | suggest you get up, take a shower, shave so everyone can see your pretty face, and get the fuck down 


to the set," 


He stormed out and slammed the door, and | sighed and sat up, running a hand across the thick red stubble on 
my cheeks. | was contracted to do it, that's the part that got me. I'd get hauled into court and lose some shit, 
not everything, but some of it, who the fuck knew? | didn't want to make the video without her but | didn't 


want to go to court anymore than | had to. 


Fuck. | was trapped. | threw the covers off and stood up, feeling the smooth polished wood under my feet. | 
went into the bathroom that was off of my room to take a shower. 


two 


| was showered and shaved but not hungry. | shook my head, standing in the kitchen staring at the bowl of 
fruit, at the bagels and rolls from the bakery. I'd just have coffee. | didn't want to go to the set. There was no 


video, not anymore. Not without her. 


| got in the limo and let them drive me there, all the way to long beach. | watched the scenery go by and 
thought about Erin and Stephanie, both of them ricocheting in my mind. What did | expect, really? Did | think 


she'd stay? | should have known. 


The driver pulled up in that circular driveway where all the cars and other limos were parked, and | didn't 


want to get out. | shouldn't have left my house, fuck that director. 
But | had to, | had to suffer through this shit and be done with it because | was "contracted". Enslaved. 


"Axl," the director was at me the minute | stepped out of the limo, shading my eyes from the sun. | flinched 
away from him. Leave me alone, | pleaded with him in my head. Leave me alone. 


"| was thinking," he said, falling in step with me as | headed for the building. 

"What?" | said, glancing at him, my tone sharp. 

"We could keep it the same, the same script, and just get another model that resembles Steph," he said, and | 
looked at the rim of his faded red baseball cap and his dark hair that bounced while he walked. | shook my 
head, my hair not moving much since it was trapped under the bandana. 

"No, that won't work," | said, feeling the deep pulse of a headache. 

“Alright, well, it would be our best option-" 

"| said it won't work! Back the fuck off!" 

The anger that | knew was there all along just exploded out of me, like it usually did. There was nothing | could 
do, | was helpless to control it. | glared at the director and | could feel my face turning a deep red. If he didn't 


get away from me soon | was going to hit him. Then he'd sue me. God, | was fucked. 


He got it, though. He walked away and | sighed in relief to have him not yapping at me. | had to do the fucking 
video, | knew that, | had to write a new script for it, | knew that, too. 


| had this room, not a dressing room, really, just a room off to the side of things for script re-writes and 
stuff like that. | went into it, really planning on just writing something and then handing it in like a fucking 
student with a shit essay, just so | could put this video shoot behind me because it was reminding me too 


much of her. But | didn't start writing. | just stared off into space. 

| heard people coming and going, crew people who maybe didn't know they had all the props and sets for a 
video that wasn't going to get made, not like that. Then | heard the hushed voices, the way voices sound when 
they're talking about you. 

"Listen, man, you've gotta go talk to him-" That was the director, the meddling little shit. 

"No. No way, man, not me-" That was Slash and his lazy, almost whiny way of speaking. 

"Yeah, you've got to. It's your fucking band, too, man. Plus, he's hurting, he really is, this break-up thing-" 
"Yeah, and he's bipolar. I'm not fucking talking to him when he's in a mood like this, you don't understand, you 
don't know these fucking moods, man-" Slash. Fuck Slash. I'm bipolar? At least I'm not a drug addict and a 


fucking alcoholic. How do you manage to be both? But Slash fucking manages it. 


| walked away from the edge of the door and went over to the window and lit a cigarette. They could talk 


about me all they wanted, | wasn't coming out of this room. 


Three 


"Axl, can you open the door!" Slash. That director was relentless. | stared at the door, knowing Slash would give 
up. He didn't give a shit, he didn't care that Stephanie was gone and my fucking world had fallen apart, again. He 
was probably barely even aware of it. It must be nice to be living your life inside of a Jack Daniel's bottle. It 


must be fucking nice. 


"Slash! Go away! Leave me alone, leave me the fuck alone, why can't anyone do that?" | was screaming, 
screaming at the door, screaming at Slash beyond the door, screaming inside of my head. Fuck this. Fuck all of 


this. 


| didn't hear anything else outside the door. Good. I'd re-write this fucking script, I'd do it, after a nap. After | 
curled up and slept all day. In the fetal position. | had this flash then, this thought of a scene, I'd be asleep and 
all curled up while some squat team in blue light tries to get in, they kick the doors in Good. A flash of 
something, at least, but | didn't want to write it yet. 


"Axl!" Pounding on the door, and Slash's voice, more stern, more sober, than I'd heard it sound in years. | picked 


my head up and stared at the door. Should | let him in? | didn't want to. | wanted to shut everyone out. 


| swear to God, Axl, I'll fucking kick this door down if you don't open it!" Where was Slash getting all this 
energy? What did he care for, anyway? | sighed. They wouldn't let up, Slash, this fucking director, God knew 
who else the director would sic on me. Fuck | stood up, feeling slightly dizzy. | hadn't eaten a thing since 


Stephanie left. | unlocked the door. 


Slash stood there, his hair almost completely obscuring his face, a button up shirt open over his tight leather 
pants and boots. | wore an open button up shirt, too, my red flannel one, and ripped jeans, and white high top 
sneakers that said Axl on each one and cost a fortune, and my hair was long, and we were both these rock r 


roll clichés. 


"Yeah, what?" | said, turning my back on him and going back over to the little black leather couch. He shut the 
door, the latch catching softly with that little click. He stepped near the couch, | heard him, | could sense him 
there. | curled up into myself and closed my eyes. | could never shut out the world. | felt his hand come to 


rest on my shoulder and | tensed up and pulled away. 


"Axl, hey," he said, his voice low and soft, and he was being nice to me. | couldn't take it. | felt the tears start 
to slide down my cheeks. 


"| know you're upset about Stephanie, but." | hit his hand away from my shoulder and sat up, sniffled, wiped 


the tears away. 


"No, | just want everyone to leave me alone," 


"Well, we can't. We're making this million dollar video and you have to be in it. Plus, it's good to, to do shit when 
other shit is falling apart," 


| knew what he was saying and | knew he was right, sort of. But | didn't want to do it. | didn't want to do 
anything. | thought things were working with her, | thought I'd found the person who would, who could.. 


something. | didn't even know anymore. Was there such a thing? 


“Slash, | don't want to," | said. He slid onto the couch next to me and pushed his hair out of his face, looking 
exposed and naked for that one second before it all fell back. 


| know," he said, and he put his arms around me and | felt suffocated and wanted to get away. | hated being 
touched like this, hugged by my friends or strangers or whoever. | didn't mind being touched by the girl | was 
currently sleeping with, but anyone else, it bugged me, it made me feel trapped somehow. My sister and 
brother were like that, too, and it was probably because our father beat the shit out of us when we were 
younger. So | struggled, trying to push him off, to get away, but he held on to me until | stopped struggling so 
much and just started crying because he wouldn't let go and Stephanie left just like Erin left and I'd be alone 
forever and I'd never have a family and I'd never be a father and Dylan was gone and he'd forget me or 


Stephanie would tell him lies about me. 


Slash let up with the hug, and | felt like | could breathe again, but | couldn't stop crying. The tears just kept 
coming. | felt so empty, this aching emptiness and all the money and the fame couldn't fill it, nothing could fill 
it. Slash smoothed my hair down and said everything would be okay. 


